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Summary: 


In the aftermath of The Lost Age, Sheba struggles to find 
belonging among the joyous Warriors of Vale. Is she wrong 
for not celebrating, or is there simply unfinished business to 
attend to? 


Angel of Anemos 
Author's Note: 


This is my first fic EVER. | wrote it for the Golden Sun 
Fanzine: 
https://goldensunfanzine.tumbIr.com/post/1841755559 
17/hello-everyone-its-been-awhile-since-we 


The once quiet town of Vault was again disturbed by the 
Warriors of Vale that historic autumn evening following the 
appearance of a brilliant light in the northwestern sky. Mt. 
Aleph disappeared from the horizon in its wake, a blazing 
ball of alchemy wrought whole by the combined 
machinations of those with the best and worst intentions 
moving in tandem across the world. For better or worse, the 
Weyard would once again be subjected to the influence of 
Psynergy affecting all aspects of life. 


Among the fated few whose powers preceded this worldwide 
advent was a girl who, unlike her companions, would not 
have her daily life change that much at all. For Felix, Jenna, 
Piers, and the others, their previously supernatural abilities 
would become commonplace. But Sheba had already been 
strange before anyone knew she was a Jupiter Adept. From 
her earliest memories in Lalivero, just miles from the 
lighthouse where she would one day fall and miraculously 
live, Sheba could always remember being an outcast. 


“You are welcome to come with us to Kalay. Lord Hammet will 
surely have a place for you to stay,” Ivan offered that same 
night they arrived in Vault. Sheba shook her head at the 
offer, not even able to appreciate the goodwill in it, for it 
stirred a familiar feeling of obligation within her. 


“Were it not for Faran’s position in town, the people of 
Lalivero would surely have thrown me out long before | came 
of age,” she speculated drearily. “I know you believe | will fit 
in amongst the people who raised you, but | am not the 
same as you, Ivan.” 


Ivan was holding the canvas bag he once carried the 
Shaman’s Rod in. Without the circumstances that led him 
north over Kalay River, he might never have met Sheba or 
any of his friends. “Is it really so complicated? | was not 
treated like a normal boy, either. Isaac and Garet were the 
first real friends my own age I’ve ever made.” He draped the 
bag over the inn’s dresser and put his hands on his hips, 
looping his fingers under his belt. “We are both Jupiter 
Adepts--perhaps two of three left in the world--but what if 
this ‘Golden Sun’ changes that? Will you still pretend to be 
different than everyone else?” 


Sheba bristled slightly at his words. They were just the ones 
she had turned over in her head for the past few days. She 
wanted to be wrong, for some reason; at least if things 
changed, she wouldn't have to explain herself to anyone. 
But the thought of there being more Jupiter Adepts wasn’t 
comforting to her. 


“We may be the same kind of Adept, but you know precisely 
where you come from, and | do not,” Sheba reminded him. “I 
can’t explain that to you. | don’t really know what there is to 
explain. | fell from the sky one day and didn’t die on impact. 
That is all | Know about how | was ‘born.’” Ivan did not argue, 
but he closed his eyes in the same disapproving way as he 
would when Isaac and Garet were in over their heads and 
had no choice but to go along with them. Sheba knew he 
meant well, but there were questions no life experience 
could ever answer. 


Crossing the bridge toward Kalay, Sheba felt a Venus Djinni 
stir under her sash, poking its flattened head out to stare at 
her with its pearly, neutral gaze. They just did that 
sometimes. Djinn were totally compliant with their users, but 
every now and then, if left to their own devices, they 
became almost as inquisitive as Ivan with his mind-reading 
power, a wordless stare across their alien faces as they 
seemingly saw right through you to your core. Whatever 
they saw, Sheba herself did not know, but the thought 
frustrated her beyond what it normally would, and she 
grabbed the little earth sprite in her fist and gave it a 
squeeze. Without thinking about what she was doing, her 
Psynergy activated and she tried to read its mind. Strangely 
enough, it didn’t work. 


Huh, that’s new, she thought. Even animals and monsters 
can have their minds read. What makes a Dyjinni the 
exception? Did Djinn even have minds? Well, of course they 
did. Isaac brought with him a Djinni that could speak human 
language (and it was quite vocal, indeed). But none of hers 
shared any wisdom, save for the abilities they gave her 
when attached to their siblings. 


“W-What are you doing, Sheba?!” Jenna piped up, 
approaching quickly from behind her. Sheba let go of the 
Djinni and tried to play it off. Jenna never liked to be left out 
of anything, especially if it was a secret. “Is something 
wrong? You looked like you were using Psynergy.” 


“| was,” Sheba admitted grumpily. “But it didn’t work. Turns 
out you can’t read a Djinni’s mind.” Jenna bounced her staff 
on her shoulder contemplatively as they walked along. She 
never let anything go, no matter how innocuous or 
inconsequential it actually was. Sheba wondered what this 


was like for Isaac during their childhood in Vale. Save for her 
brother, Jenna became Sheba’s closest friend in the group 
over the last few years. 


“What would you want them to tell you if you could read 
their minds?” Jenna wondered. 


“Perhaps... where they came from,” Sheba offered, not really 
thinking about it. She hadn’t encountered any Djinn until 
the day she was kidnapped by the Fire Clan of the North and 
marched forcefully up Venus Lighthouse. At the time, she 
thought Jenna was one of them. After all, it seemed like her 
brother was in on the plan. But now they walked along just a 
hundred or so miles north of that place, arm in arm, with a 
whole flock of every kind of Djinn clinging to them like 
rainbow barnacles on a pair of celestial whales. 


“I always assumed the Djinn came from Mount Aleph,” Jenna 
recalled from her time studying under Kraden. “Actually, | 
remember them appearing just after Felix and | left Sol 
Sanctum with Saturos and Menardi. We were both caught off 
guard by it, but our captors didn’t seem surprised at all. 
Maybe because the Djinn are part of Alchemy, the ancients 
sealed them away along with the Elemental Stars?” 


Sheba stopped walking midway through Jenna’s sentence. 
Something about her story resonated with her memory of a 
recent journey; she saw that place and its decaying walls, 
the unfathomable guardians of its inner chambers lumbering 
Slavishly to their unseen master, and the bones in her legs 
seemed to rattle at the implications that hidden sanctum 
now held for her. Perhaps she was not simply an orphan of 
the Anemos--very likely, she was a refugee. 


Once in Kalay, Sheba found herself in the palace of King 
Hammet, lost the crowd of guests who flocked to the city 
when word spread of Ivan’s return with the Warriors of Vale. 
With so many faces on her at once, she felt ill at ease 
without Jenna or Felix around to camouflage her. She 
desperately read the minds of the aristocrats to find her 
friends, but they only revealed just how vapid high society 
in Kalay was. No one there knew who she was, fortunately; 
when the Warriors of Vale last came here, they hadn’t even 
heard of Sheba yet. But being a newer member of that group 
only made her more interesting to them. 


“Are you a friend of Ilvan’s?” a bearded gentleman wanted to 
know. “You know, you dress sort of like him. Are you from 
Hesperia? Did you know that’s where Master Hammet 
adopted young Ivan? He was only a little baby then!” 


Sheba couldn’t get any words out. She wasn’t from Hesperia, 
but she also wasn’t sure if telling this man she was from the 
moon would make her sound crazy. Just as she was about to 
try faking sickness to bow out, a familiar and gentle hand 
appeared on her shoulder. It calmed her immediately 
despite having never felt it touch her before. 


“Actually, sir, Ivan is originally from Atteka,” Mia’s pillowy 
voice informed him. “If | remember correctly, didn’t Lord 
Hammet make his fortunes in Contigo? It was there that he 
came to adopt Ivan. We have all traveled to Hesperia since 
then, as Hammet instructed, but that did not turn out to be 
Ivan’s birthplace at all.” 


A person’s origins, it seemed to Sheba, were so very 
important to adults. The first thing anyone wanted to know 
was where she came from, and she would gladly answer any 
other question, but having only a truth that baffles 


commoners put her in a cage when she heard that particular 
icebreaker. 


“Really...? | thought Ivan was to return to Hesperia to meet 
his real parents,” the man said, stroking his beard 
thoughtfully. “I will have to ask Lady Layana about this when 
| see her next. How storied that family is now, especially with 
the commotion happening up north. | must say, these are 
strange times we live in!” 


Mia smiled and nodded politely, and thanks to the soothing 
sensation of the Mercury Adept’s cooling palm, Sheba could 
also smile and nod and be at ease through the rest of the 
conversation. She had not spoken at length with Sheba 
since during their journey in the Western Seas, but there 
was unspoken trust between them. They were the only ones 
who could not lift a sword among the Warriors of Vale, but 
their sacred duties were fulfilled in spite of this. They could 
lean on one another freely, now that their mission was 
complete. 


“Thank you, Mia,” Sheba said with a bashful glace away. “I’m 
not the most... social person here.” Mia’s look of contented 
serenity did not leave her face. She did not say anything just 
then, needing only her eyes to assure that /t is no trouble, 
Sheba. | am here for you. She motioned for them to walk as 
the crowd moved past them into the throne room. 


“I am also not the most social, Sheba,” she revealed with a 
small giggle. “Does that surprise you?” 


“It does,” Sheba said. “You speak so eloquently and your 
words come so quickly. | do envy that.” 


Mia’s brow scrunched upward, embarrassed by these sudden 
compliments. In some fashion, she was used to talking to 
people from her time as a caretaker in Imil. But she was not 


a negotiator like Piers or a firebrand like Garet. Sheba saw 
her as something more mature than either of them, who, in 
spite of sameness of age and similarity of experience, 
approached the world as its unyielding benefactor; Mia was 
an advocate to all who sought help. Before she knew her 
name, Sheba would refer to her as “the angel.” 


“Do you know where Felix is?” Sheba asked. “I need to ask 
him something.” 


“| think he is outside,” Mia told her. “He said he wished to 
inspect the ship.” 


“Thank you, Mia,” Sheba said, looking her in the eyes 
earnestly. “I have been distant from you all lately. But thank 
you for enduring my behavior. You’ve been so gracious in 
spite of everything going on.” 


Mia waved it off modestly, shaking her head. “It is never any 
trouble to help a friend, Sheba. Especially one who is 
troubled.” 


Felix didn’t say a word when she told him. It was like he 
already knew. He donned his heavy coat used for voyages 
and fitted the Black Gem into its place on the top deck of 
the Lemurian Ship. He held his hand out without looking in 
her direction, as he always did when they were going to use 
their Psynergy to make it fly. Sheba didn’t know what he was 
thinking, but she went along with it; Felix didn’t often 
explain himself, but his plans were almost always beneficial. 


They soared over the mountains of western Angara. Magma 
Rock glistened below them in its molten glory, the 
overpowering glow of the Golden Sun casting their shadow 
out over the coast of Atteka as they approached. The violet 
ball atop Jupiter Lighthouse grew as they neared Contigo, 
where Felix began to make their descent. Right there, next 


to Anemos Sanctum, was where the home of Sheba’s 
ancestors once lifted up into the sky and became the moon, 
leaving a colossal hole in the continent for them to both 
ponder each time they came by. 


Felix walked her into the square where the ancient insignia 
of the Fire Clan, unknown to the people of Contigo, sat for 
ages as an unknown tribute to powers lost to time. He took 
her hand and used the teleportation Psynergy to take them 
inside Anemos Sanctum once again. 


“Do you remember this place?” he said, gesturing at the 
room full of soherical divots in the floor, one for each of the 
Djinn scattered by the Mt. Aleph eruption just years before. 
Sheba surveyed it in its complexity, built for the specific 
purpose of keeping anyone without complete mastery of 
Psynergy from entering. Right as Felix started to speak, she 
began to realize the truth. 


“They were not destroyed,” he insisted. “They were among 
the most powerful civilizations of the Age of Alchemy. They 
did so many things no one else in the world was able to 
accomplish. They built the interior of Jupiter Lighthouse. 
They made a city fly away into the sky. They taught the 
world its Wind Psynergy.” 


He was trying to make her feel better, but the point still 
stood: Sheba could not despair for her people while they 
likely yet lived in the skies above. Wherever she fell from 
had to still exist; every night, it would cast its gentle glow on 
her, reminding her it would still wait for its wayward 
daughter to come home. 


“And there’s one more thing they made, Sheba,” he said, 
moving back toward the teleporter. Taking her back outside 
to Contigo’s square, he pointed at the Lemurian ship, 


complete with the familiar metallic appendages affixed to it 
while they were in this very place not more than a year prior. 


“The Wings of Anemos,” he sighed. “Without them, we could 
never have reached the end of our journey. Your people left 
them to you, Sheba. They are yours.” 


“I think the ship needs them more that | do,” she remarked 
dismissively. 


Felix grabbed her wrist and placed the Black Gem into her 
hand. 


“| disagree.” 


“What? Why?” she demanded, his resigned expression 
betraying their trust. 


“| don’t know if what we did up north will be good for the 
world,” he told her. “I did it for selfish reasons, and even if it 
didn’t end there, the Wise One was right to warn us. We will 
be held accountable when and if the world changes for the 
worse. But Sheba, Weyard is just one world. If the Wings of 
Anemos can be made to fly higher than the lands we know 
of, you should be the one to steer them. Go to the place of 
your birth and tell them you’re okay. Tell them you saved the 
world.” 


Sheba’s eyes welled with tears. She didn’t know if she could 
fly to the moon or embark on her own on a journey that’s 
never been taken. But she was certain that if anyone could, 
it was with the love and support of the Warriors of Vale, her 
one true family. 


